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From the Ladies’ Companion, 
THE CHRISTIANS. 
4 PASSAGE FROM TIE REIGN OF NERO, 
By Edward Maturin, 


‘They were put to death with exquisite cruelty, and 
their sufferings Nero added mockery and derision,’ 
Annals of Tacitus, 


CHAPTER I.-—THE CONSPIRATORS. 


ju a small apartment, strongly guarded by 
wme of their own adherents, sat a small band 
ofthose whom detestation of the tyrant and de. 
iigns for vengeance had combined in a common 
quse. Humanity shuddered at the atrocities 
trated in the moments of whim and levity, 
and the minds of virtuous men were not less 
pvdlted at the crimes tham the character of an 
Emperor, whose chief delight was the blood of 
his people. Contempt formed no slight ingredi- 
ent in their revenge. A monarch who compro. 
| nised the dignity of his throne for the humble 
distinctions of ‘a coachman and comedian,’ 
and who in his own person degraded the majesty 
of the empire he represented, by collision with 
the lowest classes, had claim neither to the re- 
gect nor allegiance of his subjects. The reins 
of government were each day relaxed in author- 
ily, when its chief magistrate degenerated into 
amere night brawler, masked for the purpose 
of onjoying his debauchery and excess with im- 
pinity. Yet there wese many who flattered the 
vices'‘of the tyrant, and dignified his follies with 
the name of talent, because they dreaded his 
frown ; nor even did the Senate hesitate to pass 
* | derees of servile adulation, extolling a son for 
the murder of his own mother, and proclaiming 
the anniversary of her birth-day as unhallowed 
inthe calender. But in that corrupt body there 
wasone Ieft, Peetus Thrasea, in whom the sense 
} ‘virtue and natural feeling was sufficiently 
strong to restrain praise on such an occasion ; 
ind whose independence in abandoning his seat 
ly marked him out for the future vengeance 
ofthe Emperor, and formed an ingredient in his 
subsequent accusation. 
‘The conspirators,’ says Tacitus, ‘painted forth 
in glowing colors all the Emperor’s atrocious 
deeds, by which he was brought to the brink of 
tiin; they urged the nécessity of choosing a 
tecessor equal to the task of restoring a dis- 
tessed and tottering state.’ 
The author of the present conspiracy was 
Caius Piso, whose noble birth derived additional 
lustre from his talents, which were uniformly 
tmployed in behalf of his suffering country. 
At the head of the table, surrounded by sev- 
tal Roman knights, stood Piso; and on his 
| whom Fernius Rufus, commander of the 
Fretorian Guards, whose integrity as a public 
ier had insured the respect of the army and 
people. A singlc lamp illuminated the apart- 
ment, whose dim light gave an air of sternness 
fo the visages of the group. Aware of the dan- 
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gerous occasion for which they were assembled, 
and the vengeance which awaited them in case 
of discovery, each man stood with his sword 
drawn. Amid the various designs proposed for 
the downfall of the tyrant, each was anxious to 
arrogate to himself the glory of a deed which 
would end the sufferings and degradation of his 
country. 

‘Why should we not,’ exclaimed Subrius Fla- 
vius, ‘strike the tyrant and avenge the honor of 
our country at the very moment he insults it? 
Even while in the garb of a comedian he 
courts the applause of his people—a blow struck 
at such a pcriod will disclose its own motive.’ 

‘Were it not better,’ said another, ‘that he 
should fall in his midnight frolics; to fire the 
palace, and in the confusion despatch him ?’ 

The acquiescence in the last design was unan- 
imous. There was only one objection to it— 
the safety to themselves, which must accom. 
pany its completion. As men sworn to the ar. 
duous enterprise of rescuing their country, they 
were willing to hazard their lives, and deemed 
the cause conscerated by the very dangers to 
which it exposed them. 

‘No! exclaimed Piso, ‘let the blow be struck 
before the assembled people. Let them sce, 
though they may patiently wear the chains a 
player has laid on them, that Rome has not for- 
gotten her Brutus, and that his spirit has not 
ended with his age. Flavius hath spoken 


he insults his country and degtades the people ; 
let us also regard the majesty of the throne, in- 
sulted by the abandoned appetites of its prince, 
and stained with the blood of matricide. We 
have regarded his cruelties with two much in- 
difference, and his vices with too much pardon ; 
but it is time the sword should be unsheathed 
against himself, and those-very vices be made 
the instruments of his death. Let us not wan. 
ton with the time in meditation, which should 
be devoted toaction. A purpose like ours may 
cool by delay, and needs to be kindled by promp- 
titude and decision. Each new day discloses 
a murder perpetrated in the moment of whim, 
or midnight revelry. Poetry and philosophy 
wither in the poisonous atmosphere of his 
throne, and the deaths of a Seneca and Lucian 
may yet be necessary to propitiate the monster, 
and appease his thirst for blood! But when he 
is insensible to the ties of nature, why should 
he feel the influence of those more distant ?— 
Perhapseven now while we deliberate, the fate 
of some one of us may hang in the scale, and 
his name may already stand.on the roll of pro. 
scription.’ 

As Piso concluded, every hand more closely 
clasped its hilt, while the frown and the com. 
pressed lip denoted the sternness of resolve. A 
general murmur of approbation ran through the 





conspirators, which subsided in the sentiments 


rightly—the moment of his fall should be while’ 
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which originated it, Like men intent upon the 
same end, each proposed a different means for 
itsaccomplishment. Some, in whom the sense 
of personal safety predominated, advocated pri- 
vate assassination ; while others, by the publicity 
of the act, exhibited their utter recklessness of 
life in the vengeance which was sure to follow. 
The more pusillanimous proposed not cy wnat 
the blow should be dealt by Piso’s hand, but even 
during the hour of hospitality. But the heart 
of the conspirator was not so blunted to honor. 
able principle as to accede to that proposal. 

‘What! he exclaimed, ‘stain my household 
gods and dishonor my table with the blood of 
my prince! No—those who strike for their 
country, should do it in the full gaze of her 
children. If we fallin the attempt, let it not be 
like cowards afraid to proclaim their acts, but 
before the gaze of thousands who shall fire their 
children with the tale ? 

Immediately opposite to Piso stood a man 
who had hitherto remained in silence; his arms 
were crossed upon his breast, and one hand was 
concealed within the fold of his robe. From the 
tenor of his life, hitherto dissolute and effemin- 
ate, but little valor or stability of purpose was 
anticipated by his confederates. His features, 
delicately moulded, and habitually mild jn their 
expression, gave but slight indication of the re- 
solution or hostility of a conspirator. What was 
their astonishment when the soft and voluptuous 
Sevinus plucked from his bosom a dagger, claim- 
ing the honor and danger of the blow. 

‘Romans” he exclaimed, ‘look on this dag! 
ger !—tis sworn to liberty! I wear it for a ty- 
rant. Ihave taken it from the ‘Temple of For- 
tune, and invoked the blessing of that goddess 
upon my enterprise. For liberty I wear it, and 
none shall forestall me in the blow. For me, I 
care not if I fall, but let the eyes of Rome be on 
me. Let the place then be the Circus, while he 
celebrates the game of Ceres. Let the hour of 
festivity be that of death, and the groans of the 
dying be echoed by the exulting shouts of his 
people. Ihave carried this weapon on my per- 
son consecrated to freedom, and have sworn not 
to part with it till the task be accomplished ! 

There was a dead silence throughout the as. 
sembly, as they gazed, not more in admiration 
than wonder, at the change which circumstance 
had wrought in the disposition of the voluptuary. 
Sevinus advanced to the centre of the apart. 
ment, and motioned the conspirators to his side. 
They surrounded him. He pressed the dagger 
to his lips, each following his example ; and as 
he consecrated itto ‘Jupiter Vindex,’ each touch- 
ed the hilt, and bound himself to ‘Death or 
Freedom "” 

CHAPTER IIl.—THE CHRISTIANS. 

‘And is it true, my Claudius, as thou hast told 
me, that there is but one Gop ?” 

‘Even so, Tita—a Gop who regards thee with 
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being, embraces the power which thy faith hath 
divided among many—Oné, perfect as he is 
wonderful, who looks on human sin only to for- 
give; whose altars stream not with the blood of| 
beasts, but whose only sacrifice is the incense of 
a pure and contrite heart.’ 

‘Yet,’ continued the maiden, fearful to aban- 
don her early faith, and almost persuaded to be 
a Christian, ‘hath not that faith a loftier beauty, 
which shows us a presiding power in all things, 
and diffuses the glory of divinity through every 
object, whether it be the soft and sunshine stream 
or the flower that grows upon its bark ?” 

‘Even 80, my Tita; every object hath a god 
té thee: Thy faith, like the halo which circles 
the brow of thy Olympian, would scatter its rays 
ef worship on many ; while ours concentrates its 
light in Ong. Thinkest thou, maiden, this 
teeming earth, and yon glorious sky, are the 
works of a being fashioned, arid material, as 
ourselves, the slave of passioris he affects to 
control in others, with whom the disobedient 
hath 10 hope save vengeance, and tlie virtuous 
tio enjoyment save the passing hour of life ?” 

‘Nay,’ replied Tita, ‘our faith limits no en 
joymentt to life. Blysium opens her gates to 
the happy, where wander the poets and sages, 
whose verses and precepts have been the land 
marks of their age.’ 

‘And what,’ said thie Christian, ‘can even the 
poct create in that Biysium, to compare with 
the eternity our Gop hath revealed to us? The 
poet will still reearse his song, and the warrior 
fepeat the story of his figlt. Though the on- 
ward form of naturé shall be changed, the low 
and perishable objects they have left on earth 
shall yet be the theme of every tongue, and the 
desire of every heart. The gods thou trustest 
in, whom thou has worshipped as eternal, desert 
thee on the brink of the future, and leave thee 
to wanderamid the darkness of the Stygian 
shore. Canst thou worship beings who doom 
thee to expiate the crimes themselves have com. 
mitted; who have never enjoined a single law 
for the guidance of thy life, and yet punish thee 
for violation? Now look, Tita, to the eternity 
of the Christian: the heaven I have told thee of 
is the dwelling-piace of our Gop; arid joys, such 
as the ear hath not heard, nor the eye seen, are 
the reward of those who in the steadfastuess of 
faith forsake all for the love they bear Him.— 
Eniancipated from the body, our souls are purie 
fied from the lusts which bound us to life, and 
our senses cleansed for the enjoyments of a more 
perfect state. T'he saints who have worshipped 
hare in faith, and the maftyrs whose deaths have 
attested the truths of that faith, will form that 
glorious company of angels, whose harps shall 
hymn the praises of their Gop, and whose 
crowns of immortality beam as brightly as the 
stars of their own heaven.’ 

‘And is this change to all?’ inquired Tita. 

‘To those who believe,’ rejoined the Christian, 
‘even as [ have told thee, in the words of our 
Gop—All things are possible to them that be- 
lieve. What can give us patience amid the 
scoffs, and courage amid the dangers which be- 
set us+but that faith which, like a ray, can 
penetrate the cloud, and reveal the oright hea- 
ven which awaits us? An enemy to our faith 
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the love of a father—a Gop who, in his own||rides the tortureshe inflicts: But the Christian | moment the Emperor might order his CXC CUtion, * otepil 


can smile on the pains inflicted by an ear’ ly 
haud, when he remembers they but touclr the. 
body, but cannot approach the soul. They arc 
like the thorns which bound the brow of his 
Saviour, but could not quench the halo whose 
light was immortal. Such is the hope of the 
Christian ; amid trials and sorrows he is sup- 
ported by the sense that they endure but for a 
season, and that the hand that persecutes is as 
mortal as the victim.’ 

‘I tremble for the wrath of Jupiter,’ said the 
niaiden, timidly, ‘should I abandon his altas.’ 

‘And wilt thou,’ replied Claudius, ‘continue in 
the worship of him whiom his votaries have sty- 
led ‘Fhe Phunderer; whose only attribute, pow- 
er, is seen in the desolation of the lightning; 
whose sceptre falls in vengeance, but never 
paused in merey? Blind not thyself to that 
faith, Tita,’ he continued, the earnestness of 
his manner deepening with the solemnity of the 
cause he advocated, ‘which poets and false 
priests have framed for the superstitious. A faith 
which fancy hath written on her page, and bards 


faith which invites not to virtue, as it promises 
no reward, and leaves us tothe guidance of a 
blind, cosrupted nature. Life passes in the plea- 
sures of a low and sordid sense, and the hour of 
death is unsupported by the assurance of happi- 
ness, or the promisesof arevealedGop. Choose 
then, between the Gop of the Christian, whose 
laws are appointed, who hath declared his re- 
ward and punishment, or the idol of thy ereed, 
whose very altars are even now trembling before 
the weak and despised followers of the Cross.’ 

Tita was silent, her hands were locked and 
her eyes were turned toward that heaven where 
restthe hope and the reward of the Christian. 
Claudius wept with gratitude,and his ardent hope 
construed the motion of her lip into prayer. 

‘Speak, Tita,’ he said, after a pause, ‘and Ict 
me hear thee say thou art a Christian.’ 

‘I will worship thy God,’ replied the maiden, 
‘but who willteach me to pray ?” 

‘Thou shalt this night,’ he replied, ‘become 
one of liis children. Thou shalt pray among 
his servants, and be baptized. The rites of our 
faith are poor and humble, even as He who 
preached it; nor altars have we, nor costly sa- 
crifice. Its priests are the persecuted Chris. 
tians, but the faith we follow is rich in the prom. 
ises of eternity, Come with me then, maiden, 
and the hymn of praise we sing shall be echoed 
by angels who joy in the repentance of a sinner.’ 

CHAPTER [1Il.—THE ASSEMBLY. 

The Christians, of whom Claudius spoke, were 
that night assembled within the walls of a prison. 
Paul, the apostle, had been seized by order of 
the Emperor, and was appointed to die. Day 
and night his cell was filled with those who had 
been trained by his teaching and example, and 
the patience and fortitude which supported his 
last moments, illustrated the faith he taught. 

The apartment in which they met, was a 
small cell connected with the prison. Rude, 
bare, and desolate, it was the last house of the 
apostle of Him ‘who had not where to lay his 
head.’ At the head of the apartment stood a 
rudely carved cross, witch the fearless zeal of 
the Christians had conveyed within the walls of 








a Roman prison. His followers knew not the 
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and each night was spen: in the prison of thei 1 
pastor, hearing his instructions in the articles of dang toC 
their faith. arhe offer 
Claudius and Tita, as they approached gone wh 
cell, heard the low and solensn murmur of p; or ac 
‘Thine must be a blessed faith,’ said the mai cn 
as she paused and listened, ‘which indent atinterval 


persecuted spirit repose even amid the e which 
of a prison? The sign being answered Footsto} 
within, the door was opened, and the Christian ad,the ¢ 
stood in the presence of the apostle. trough Ub 


Claudius was in @ moment at the fect of Paul, arta off t 
and the tear which fell upon the band of hi, jad 
teacher, evinced the sorrow and affection of the iy, BFP 
disciple. ‘Rise, rise, my child,’ said Pal, gp |as® © 
we part, ’tis but for a scason, and in the body ; iand of Ge 
while our spirits, free from the weapon of thy |? utte 
enemy, rise to the Gop who gaye them. W, Guards, he 
not then for me, but rather rejoice that the pez. te cell. 
secutor of Gop’s church hath been called ty In the : 
support it, and testify to the truth of a faithhe Canstians 
disbelieved, ‘ wd turning 

‘Rejoice with me, father,’ said Claudius, rising ‘Merey, rp 
and approaching Tita. He removed the mantle Dogs: r 
in which she had been disguised. ‘I hayele and Tita 
one more from the errors of a false creed to the abittering 
fold of Cunist. Bless and baptize her? Gallon th 

The apostle approached, an J laid his handm J" | 
her head, while the assembly, kneeling, fervent They ha 





ly repeatod the blessing he asked upon her con: er ‘m.} 
version, ‘Welcome, welcome, my daughter, lo A soldier 





































our blessed faith,’ said Paul, rising from prayer; ‘ 
‘thou art now one of those whom the amgf 
flesh is raised to smite to the earth; butbe of ; 
good hope and fear not, for ours is a creed in ‘Who is 
which life, its joys and tears are even as the 
mists of the morning, while the future, for 
which they prepare us, shines with the st 
and brigitness of the sua. Thon fear not, 
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den ; the hand of the strong may triumph ovr parte. be 
the body, and the very trials we endure below} the 
but makes us fitter for the periect comy apt pe 
heaven,’ The apostle paused, andas he steak}. ort 
fastly gazed ona young and beautiful girldew yp” He 
ting herself to a creed whose adherents we ps di 
then the victims of unparalleled ¢ruelty, the Hen forb 
tears fell quickly, and his voicc faltered with 4 ssi 
motion. ‘My daughter, tho: art now surroumi > a 
ed by enemies, who may doom thee to the ers ‘diaslly 
or the horrors of the arena, but fear not’ His Torn “ya 
voice became more indistinct as his mind revert} and ‘ _ 
ed to the death which awaited him. ‘Them Tita son 
ments I have yet tonumber are but few; aly 4 
rant is my judge, and his will is my punitk].. tity 
ment; yet I would see thee many times ia} f that } 
humble place of worship, and endeavor to -—.. his c 
thy faith by the words of a dying man? BA}: \migiy 
head sank upon her bosom, and as she felt Mh well 
tears, her first prayer to the Gop of the Calg oo 
tian was breathed for the deliverance of By T 


apostle, } 7” 

The last echo of their hymn had scarcely G4) a "i to 
through the prisun, when distant shouts, mi ' “te 
with cries of horror and supplication to the gow}, ol 4 
were heard approaching, and gleams sf 
flashed through the grating of the cell...’ 
the hand of Gop,’ exclaimed the Oh 
‘He has come to the rescue of his servant. 

‘It is a fearful flame,’ said the apostle, ™ 
whatever it bodeth, as sorvants to the faith, ™ 
must bow tothe will of Gop.’ 
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still brighter grew the flames,.and more tu- 

ous the clamers without. The assembly 

ted themselves before the cross; Tita 
dang to Claudius, and firmly repeated the pray- 
qhe offered up for protection, while the apostle, 
one whose heart was unaffected by the dan- 

or accidents of life, stood in an attitude of 
fouapost! @, his arms folded on his breast, while 
intervals he responded te the accents of pray. 
g which breathed around him. 

footsteps were heard rapidly approaching, 
gi the ery, ‘Scize the Nazarines,’ echoed 
iyough the prison, The words smote on the 
jearts of the asscmbly, and confirmed in their 
gcited fancies the horrors of their doom and 
the persecution ef the tyrant. ‘Be of good 
garage,’ said the apostle, with calmness, ‘the 
und of Gow is over us.’ The words were no 
gener uttered, than a band of the Pretorian 
guards, headed by Fenius Rufus, rushed into 
the cell. 

In the consternation of the moment the 
(uristians forgot the admonitions of the apostle, 
dturning to the soldicrs, cried with one voice, 

ss) Bilercy, mercy 2 
Tang Pogs!’ retorted the guards, as seizing, they 
male yond Tita and Claudius, scoffs and reproaches 
rr @bittering the roughness of their manner.—- 

~ Wall on thy Gop,’ said one, ‘if He can, Hey 
ani wght to save thee,’ 

“4 They have forsaken Jupiter,’ exclaimed an. 
ten ; ‘may his lightnings wither them ! 
vie Asoldier approaching Paul with bends, the 

* Jyostle extended his hands, ‘I am ready, yet 
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in muorthy,’ he said, ‘te bear chains and persecu- 
eu tin for the name of the Lorp Jzsus.’ 


reed in ‘Who is thy Gop?’ asked the soldier, sneor- 

















“iy ‘Even Hie,’ rcplied Paul, ‘whe can change thy 
> filing into warship.’ 
= While these things were passing, Tita and 
we landius being bound, had been separated. 
eo ius, the Conspirator, friendly to the Chris. 
pany of ims, and performing an unwilling duty in their 
ure, approached Claudius, and whispered 
Hl devo itkly, ‘Have a good heart; on the Kalcnda, 
a tyrant dies, and thou shalt be free.’ 
~ 4. | Gop forbid’ replied Claudius, ‘that blood 
oe purchase my freedom! Why should I 
‘Pu the death a God hath died? Claudius 
an seized and placed in an adjoining cell. 
) Hip] 2) CHAPTER Iv.—THE BANQUET. 
fi Torn frem a faith she had but lately embra. 
he oo and from the presence of her young instruc- 
aly Tita was conducted by the guards to the 
wuld nce of the Emperor. The conflagration 
“in thi some have imputed to Nero—upon the 
twat that he wished to build a new city, and 
. ” ign it his own name—and the odium of which 
felt, is a turn affixed to the Christians, was raging 
hte them with violence, and they with dif- 
iy passed the narrow streets. The air was 
Mwith the lamentations of those who were 
tiled to look, without a single hope, on the 
be tion of property and home. So rapid 
mthe advance of the flame, that wealth 
of | old possessions were disregarded amid 
tt eral peril of life, and the endeavor to 
felt Wy flight. The young conducted the 
at? and the impotent and diseased trusted to 
le, Mpport of the healthy. As each gazed up 
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the instinctive feeling of nature in the hour of 
sorrow and desolation, he implored the protec. 
tien of & superior power, and betook himself 
to the temple of his god. 

Though Tita had not remained long in the 
assembly, the humility of the Christians, their 
fervor in prayer, and above all, the calm and 
sublime deportMent of the apostle, had already 
given growth to the seeds of faith which his 
words had sown in her heart. As she hurried 
through the streets, she endeavored to abstract 
her mind from the horrors of the scene, and 
close her ears against the bitter wailings which 
seemed to echo the triumph of the flames. She 
called to mind the prayer which Claudius had 
taught her, and as far as memery aided her, 
invoked the Gop of her new faith. At the ve. 
ry moment the prayer was on her lips, they 
passed the temple of Jupiter Stator. The flames 
had made fearful ravages on the edifice, eddy- 
ing like the waves of a fiery sea through the 
broken arches, and around the solitary columns, 
that stood like gods of a false religion gazing on 
the havac they could not prevent nor avert.— 
Priest and worshipper knelt in solemn prayer 
before the crumbling shrine, the embroidered 
robes of the former giving a ghastly reflection 
tothe flames, which derided the power of their 
gods, and sported with their religion. 

As they passed the temple, a strong glare of 
light disclosed the altar and a golden statue of 
Jupiter, At the same moment, as by a light- 
ning stroke, the statue fell from its pedestal. 
The crash gave a fearful echo through the sur- 
rounding space, and a surge of fire and sparks 
rose as from the tomb of the dethroned god. 
Regently emancipated from the errors of a 
superstitious faith, her heart was still prone to 
omen. The Christian assembly, the resignation 
of Paul’s manner when he alluded to his ap. 
proaching death, and the calmness which seem- 
ed to mark him alone amid the consternation 
which surrounded him—all rushed to her mind, 
confirming the truth of her faith; and as she 
saw the downfall of the statue to which she 
herself had ence knelt, the last tie of her an. 
cient creed seemed to be broken, and “The Gop 
of the Christians be my Gon,’ burst from her 
lips. 

That night the tyrant banqueted amid the 
sufferings of his people, and the desolation of 
their homes. 

Iv an apartment to whose luxury, fancy and 
wealth contributed, sat the guests. ‘The ceil. 
ing was painted a dark azure, to represent the 
firmament at night, while the thousand iad 
that glittered on its surface were of solid gold. 
The walls were hung in gold and silver cloth, 
in which jewels were so dexterously wrought as 
to represent mythological devices. Seats of sol. 
id silver frames surrounded the apartment, and 
at regular intervals were placed lamps, whose 
scented oil emitted a rich and intoxicating odor. 
The spaces we filled with marble statues of po- 
ets and orators. 

Around the board loaded with the dishes of 
epicurean fancy, livers and brains of peasants, 
tongues of peacocks and nightingales, sat the 
guests, crowned with garlands, while the soft 
and voluptuous music was dismally contrasted 


solid ivory, inwrought with gold. It was 
vacant. By its side stood a similat oné, in 
which sat his mistress, Acte, an enfranchised 
Asiatic slace, to whose noble birth several men 
of consular rank had been suborned by Nero 
to swear. , a 

Notwithstanding the cruelty of a disposition 
which knew no remorse, and sensuality which 
never felt satiety, a taste for music and dramatic 
exhibitions formed a prominent trait in Nero’s 
character. He was'so ambitious of applause, 
that when he appeared upon the stage he dispo- 
sed an armed force throughout’ the theatre for 
the purpose of extorting approbation which bet- 
ter judgment withheld; and ‘on one octasion 
the future Emperor Vespasian had well nigh 
lost his life for daring to sleep during the per- 
formances of the royal actor. 

On the present night, while his city was crum- 
bling to ashes ‘around him, and his people left 
houseless and shelterless, the tyrant exhibited 
a fearful levity in hiseonduct. He had arrayed 
himself in the fanciful costume of Orestes—one 
of his favorite parts—and before’ he left the 
apartment, had been rcliearsifig’ a scerie’ with 
Paris, a parasite and an actor, to the delight of 
his guests, whose silence or cénsure would have 
marked them for his hatred. 

He rushed into the apartment’ followed by 
Paris; in his hand he carried a smalllyre. His 
face was flushed with wine, heightened by the 
exciting scene on which he had been gazing, 
and as he raised a full goblet to his lips, he ex- 
claimed in atone of savage mirth, ‘By the gods, 
it is a glorious sight! Burn, burn, Rome—aye, 
to the very last stone! The flames of Troy 
flashed not more brightly to the avenging Greek. 
Pluto and his minions*are @broad to-night!— 
Drink, drink, sirs, to the havoe of tho flames ! 

It was well understood that Nero had been 
the cause of the conflagration, for during its 
progress, incendiaries with torches and combus- 
tibles, were stationed throughout*the city, de- 
claring they acted by authority. 

The guests, one and all, rose, fearing to dis. 

pute his will, and pledged the ghastly toast in 
wine, which they wished were poison to the 
tyrant. A dread silence prevailed through the 
apartment as they laid down their goblets; but 
the pale compressed lips, and the stern brow 
which but ill repressed its frown, attested the 
feelings which lurked beneath a gay convivial 
demeanor. ‘And thou my fair Helen,’ he said, 
turning to Acte, and pressing her hand to his 
lips, ‘by Jupiter, thy beauty might destroy a 
second Troy! The bride of Menelaus was not 
fairer. Psha!? he continued, bursting into a 
loud jaugh, ‘why do I mention the dotard’s 
name ? Thou wilt not be false tome, my Acte ? 
At that moment Rufas entered the apart. 
ment, and approaching Nero, whispered, ‘She 
is here? 
‘Bravely done, by Jupiter! returned the 
monarch. ‘’Tis a night of triumph to me— 
Rome in ashes, and @ mistress won! But the 
Nazarene ? 

‘Is in prison ” replied Rufus. 

‘There let him rot! returned the Emperor ; 
‘cursed dog! Is it not sufficient he hath won her 
love 1—must he also corrupt her faith? Drink, 
drink, my Rufus—thou hast been faithful to 
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lence drank the health of the tyrant. ‘Bring 
her before me, good Rufus; I would see her in 
my power I have so long worshipped. But her 
presence will give zest to our banquet! Bring 
her before me—and, mark me, guard her well.’ 
He approached the soldicr nearer, and whisper- 
ed, ‘Let not Acte have access to her.’ The sol- 
dier bowed and withdrew. 

Tita immediately entered, accompanied by 
Rufus and a few of the Pretorian Guards, Her 
face was reclined on her breast, and completely 
shaded by the luxuriant hair whose curls cluster- 
ed around it. Nero flung aside his lyre, and 
clasping his hands, gazed on her in rapture, a 
sensual smile beaming in his eye, and playing in 
the curve of his lip. He rushed forward and 
fell at her feet. He seized her hand, and look- 
ing on her, passionately exclaimed, ‘Tita, I 
have loved thee long—smile on me, maiden— 
my throne shall be thine! The maiden moved 
not, nor answered. 

Acry of surprise bursting from the guests as 
they rose from their seats, rung through the 
banquet-hal!. ‘The Empress! the Empress! 
was echoed by all. Nero turned, and beheld 
them pointing to her chair. It was empty. Acte 
had left the chamber. In a moment of intox- 
ication he had been betrayed into inconsistency, 
and had ordered Tita before him while Acte 


was present. 
[Concluded in our next.] 
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OBSERVATION. 

A habit of close observation is an eminent 
means of mental improvement. By attentive- 
ly observing whatever is daily presented to our 
view, we may make large accessions to our 
stock of practical wisdom; whilst, by a con- 
trary course, we grow in years without a cor. 
responding increase of that kind of knowledge 
which is the result of experience. 

Some individuals are unquestionably much 
less observant than others, yet I am inclined to 
believe that this quality is not so rare as may of. 
ten be imagined. We are prone to conclude, 
that if the attention of our neighbor is not ar- 
rested by a given object equally with ours, he is 
not of an observing turn ; when, in fact, he may 
be more addicted to close observation than our- 
selves. But, differing from us in taste or incli- 
nation, he is led to direct his chief attention to 
objects which we do not deem worthy of our 
regard. For example: I once knew a man whio, 
being very fond of horses, was accustomed to 
view with great accuracy every team he met, 
frequently remarking upon the form and move- 
ment of the animals; and he knew all the 
horses within a circuit of several miles almost 
as well ashe did the people, I could point out 

another, who has long been a famous observer of 
the weather; he could give a tolerably correct 
account of the various seasons which have pas. 
sed during the last half century; and he is 
thoroughly versed in all those signs by which a 
change of weather is said to be indicated. Now, 
the first of these individuals might charge the 
latter with a want of observation, and the latter 


objects which occupied the greatcst share of his 
attention, had no regard paid 10 them by the 
other. 
There are some classes of objects of which 
one sex is more observing than the other.— 
Unless I judge incorrectly, females are in gen- 
eral closer observers of manners and dress than 
the rougher sex. If the rules of politeness are 
transgressed, who are quicker to remark it than 
the ladies? And who, in returning from a pub- 
lic concourse, can give a more accurate descrip- 
tion of the habiliments of the company than 
the female? I have a friend, a good-humored 
gentleman, who is remarkably attentive to these 
matters; insomuch that I have sometimes a- 
mused myself by asking him, on his return 
from church, what dress was worn by the per- 
son that sat next him; and he was seldom un. 
able to tell me. However, it would be absurd 
to form our judgement of the whole sex, by 
the conduct of one eccentric individual. 
Notwithstanding it may be urged that objects 
with which we have been long familiar, lose their 
power of arresting the attention, while those 
which are novel have a contrary tendency—I 
still maintain that we are accustomed to view 
with special interest whatever relates to our 
profession or occupation. In riding over the 
country, a butcher, I suppose, would take par. 
ticular notice of the stock he might sce in the 
fields. A carpenter would remark the struc- 
ture of the buildings. Either of them might 
gather, in the course of his journey, a respect- 
able amount of general knowledge. Yet, 1 
dare say, each could give the more accurate 
account of those things which relaic to his 
occupation. The mind is most pleased with 
the contemplation of subjects which it compre- 
hends. Hence, the butcher would direct his 
attention to those matters which he best under- 
stood ; and so of the carpenter. It is true, we 
may look upon familiar things with less of the 
emotion of wonder; yet, the observations we 
make upon them extend to many minuter points, 
which, from our inability to discriminate,would 
entirely escape our notice, if the objects were 
strange and new. 
From whatever cause it may arise, I consider 
the diversity of inclination among different per- 
sons, Which leads them to direct their observa- 
tion toseparate classes of objects, a great ben- 
efit tocommunity. It jis, in reality, a sort of 
‘division of labor,’ about which political econo- 
mists talk so much; and produces all its ad- 
vantages. If three or four persons travel ina 
strange country, the aggregate of the informa. 
tion they will obtain will be greater, as well as 
more aceurate, if each one has a particular 
class of subjects allotted to him, to which he 
shall confine his attention. If a contrary meth- 
ed be pursued, the multiplicity of objects will 
distract his attention, and sufficient time will 
not be allowed for the consideration of particular 
ones. The same remark is true with respect to 
the pursuit of the sciences. The ‘division of 
labor’ here appeals with as much advantage as 
in the mechanic arts. One man has a taste for 
a particular branch of science, which he pur- 
sues to its full extent; another is entirely taken 
up with a different branch, And thus, by the 


superior progress each one makes in his own 





might bring a similar accusation against the 
farmer—if each of them discovered that eens 
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and improvements is far greater, than if 


encyclopedia. 
Poughkeepsie, February, 1839. 








TRANSPOSITION, 
BELSHAZZAR’S Feast.—By E. 8, Cannes, 


Euphrates, did not shine with superior 
fur it was night over Babylon. Her high 


enchantment from that wide-spreading 


able wonders. Her marble palaces and 


white-robed priests with daily offerings erg 
the altars—her pillared portals and col 


dexterously blended and inwroughit,—towe 
in the majesty of art. Nor was thea 
power less displayed, vicing with lavish nat 
to delight the voluptuous nobility of Syria, j 
gardens rising arch over arch and decked j 
their fair garniture of vines and flowers, 
the dark fig and olive hung mingling with | 
pomegranite, and the myrtle-bowers with 
thick clustering foliage wooed the breeze th 
bore upon its wing the fragrancy of cit 
groves. And there were beauteous alcoves 
concealed amid the laurclled foliage 
bowers made for wooing lovers—anda) 
walks, where marble statues and grotesque 
ures, each on its sculptured pedestal, sent fe 
a gush of cooling waters. There was mi 
within that fated city, where the haughiy 
arch of Syria had convened the beauty anit 
pride of Babylon to hold a high festival. 
were gleaming from the marble halls, and 
sounds of revelry sounded on the stil] night 
They scorned the serried host which ti 
kept their vigils beneath the walls, fort 
wore buried in wine, and falsely secu in 
strength of their city, madly carousing 
jesting over their graves. High upon thee 
of royalty Belshazzar, the cynosute of 
eye, sat enthroned in ‘barbaric pearl and 
crowned with the diadem, quaffing his ne 
from the sacred cups which had first adorned 
Temple of Judea, and with sacrilegious! 
and impure rites profaned the consecrated 
sels. Ashe raised the golden chalice # 
lips, he called upon the Gop of Judea in 
derision, and belched forth blasphemy 

the Power whose impotence he chal 
avenge the profanation. The echoing hall 
loud with applause, and servile courti 

the impious mockery. But hush! # 
change came amidst their revelry. Ti 
dropped from the palsied hand of the m 
and his frame shook with terror, while #l 
were fixed in strong stare—for behold! # 
owy solitary hand was slowly tracing ; 
ous characters over the polished wall! *, 
The warder at the brazen gate, and tt 
én the rampart that night slept their last 
loud clash of arms fand tramp of 





favorite department, the amount of discoveries 





through the palace, and the shouting fc 








individual should undertake to master thea 
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The deep bluc sky was cloudless, and th, 
moon had sunk to rest; the stars, Which fron 
their walk in the empyrean, looked out UPON the 





impregnable battlements and towers, roge in the 
deep azure, and seemed like a city reateg by 





which genii-powers had thronged with ioc 


domes—her thronged fames from whence th, 
volumed incense rose to Assyria’s gods, any 


in which the granite and the porphyry ye 














in upon the revellers overcame with their de- 
pauch. The daggers gleamed amid the golden 
and burnished helmets mixed with jewel- 
tiaras, and trembling hands could not stay 
thesabre of the Persian. The morning dawned, 
butte throne of Syria was vacant, E. 
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yisir TO THE HAREM OF THE 
PASHA OF WIDDIN,. 

There we found, in a spacious apartmeat, 
lined with sofas, the beauty of the harem, and 
theactual favorite of Hussein Pasha, Although 
she is not married to him, and that lic has al- 
ready three legitimate wives, her high favor 
eauses her to take precedence of them all. She 
jga Greek slave, and appears to be scarcely 20 

of age. Her complexion is admirably 
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fair and delicate ; and her large bluo eyes and 
blooming cheeks give her more the appearance 
of an European beauty, than of an Eastern 
eqalisque. But whether it was that she seemed 
sing interrupted in her drive upon our account, 
orthat she is naturally haughty and sullen, a 
cloud hung upon her brow; and when we ap- 
proached, and, according to Turkish ctiquette, 
touched our bosoms, lips, and foreheads, previ. 
ous to kissing her hand, she withdrew it without 
any recognition or gesture of courtesy, and pla. 
ceditin her bosom. [It was a beautiful little 
hand, and the deep red with which the nails 
were dyed, made its fairness appear more daz- 
gling. She was seated in a heap upon a blue 
satin cushion, and wore round her Fez capa 
black gauze handkerchief, entirely concealing 
the hair, but so covered withdiamonds that her 
coiffeur was one blaze of jewels. The huddled 
position she maintained in the corner prevented 
me from seeing the details of her dress; but I 
could perceive glimpses of blue and silver bro- 


’ cade, underneath a loose pelisse of fine purple 


cloth, edged with sable; and, peeping out be- 
neath, a slipper of gold stuff, embroidered with 
pearls. The lower end of the room was occupi- 
ed with female attendants, standing ; and many 
of those who were in the preceding chamber en- 
tered, and prostrating themselves before the 
haughty and silent beauty, put the hem of her 
garment to their foreheads, and then kissed her 
hand. 

We did not long remain in her presence, but 
were shown into another room, where we found 
two of Hussein Pasha’s wives seated very ami- 
eably together upon the same sofa. The one 
who occupicd the place of honor was covered 
with a pelisse of black velvet and gold—the 
handkerchief on her head glittering with dia- 
monds, interspersed with boquets of natural 
flowers ; but her countenance, though pleasing, 
was neither young nor pretty, and bore evident 
traces of ill health. The other wife, a fine, 
portly, good-humored Jooking woman, with live- 
ly black eyes, and an agrecable countenance 
and manner, made me sit by her on the sofa, 
when our salaame had been duly performed to 
her and her companion; and holding my hand 
in hers, which she pressed very often, she be. 
gan a very long conversation through the me- 
dium of my Greek friend, and told me how glad 
she was to see me, and that she hoped I would 
remain with her all the day. A female slave 
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now brought me a splendid chibouque, orna- 
mented with diamonds; and as Turkish polite- 
ness exacts that no courtesy that is offered 
should be refected, I very gravely made an at- 
tempt to smoke, but so awkwurd a one, that the 
first whiff nearly choked me, and set all the at. 
tendants into a titter. 
“»The Pasha’s third wife now made her ap: 
pearance, dressed in rose color from head to 
foot, and ornamented like the others with a pro- 
fusion of diamonds and hoops of pearl in her 
head-dress, She was accompanied by her son, 
Ali Bey, a beautiful boy, about ten years old, 
full of sprightliness and intelligence; and al. 
though unable to speak anything but Turkish, 
he very soon made. acquaintance with me, and 
contrived to sustain a very animated conversa- 
tion in pantomime, ‘The favorite also arrived, 
and was salaamed by the three wives as a su- 
perior being, and the place of honor was imme- 
diately yielded to her; all of which courtesies 
were received by her with the same sullen apa- 
thy that had characterized her reception of us. 
Then began the strangest music I ever heard. 
Six young girls, seated cross-legged in a row, 
upon a low sofa, commenced a monotonous 
chant, which they accompanied with their tam- 
bourines, while they swayed their bodies from 
side to side, in time to the measure, like a row of 
trees bending to the wind. In the gallery be- 
yond, we saw ‘the mother’ distributing to the 
dancers, slippers, and shawls, which they bound 
rounJ their waists; and then unbraiding their 
hair, and letting it float loosely over their 
shoulders, they sounded their castonets; and 
the Taglioni of the troop, clad in a short 
yellow vest, and scarlet trowsers embroidered 
with gold, advanced alone, and executed several 
slow movements. After figuring awhile alone, 
she was joined. bya second. The singers now 
swelled their notes crescendo, gradually quick. 
ening the measure of their chant, the strokes on 
their tambourines, and the undulations of their 
bodies, while the two dancers executed a very 
expresive pantomime, much in the style of the 
slow movement of the fandango. ‘Then arrived 
a third dancer, which seemed to increase the 
extase of the two first. They glided round each 
other, bent their bodies backwards in a most ex- 
traordinary manner, closed their eyes, and look- 
ed as if they werc going to faint away. I thought 
of Lady Mary W. Mountague’s description of 
Eastern dancing, and silently wondered at her 
admiration of it; but whatever might have been 
my private opinion of this strange series of ges- 
ticulations, good breeding compelled me to praise 
the execution of it; and my approbation appear- 


ed very much to delight my entertainers. 
{Frazer's Magazine, 
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FEROCITY OF PANTHERS, 


A friend of ours, lately returned from a tour 
of that section of country in the vicinity of 
Grand River, informs us that the number of 
panthers in that neighborhood at this time is 
beyond precedent, 

He gave us accounts of three different at. 
tacks made by those savage beasts upon resi- 
dents thereabouts, which happened at the time 


Sa 
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the man and his negro, who were in the swamp 
cutting wood. The stanchion of his cart hay- 
ing been broken, the man had just cut a stick 
to replace it, when a panther leaped on him, fas 
tening his tecth and claws into the back part of 
the neck ; the negro ran immediately, but hear. 
ing his master’s cries, turned and attacked tho 
beast, whe turned upon him, when the first suf- 
ferer scizcd the stick intended to repair the cart, 
and at one blow killed the animal, by breaking 
his back. 

The second instance was of a more ludicrous 
nature. It seems that a Yankee scion had 
transplanted himself temporarily in that vicini 
‘ty, (Grand River,) and being of the usual en. 
terprising disposition, did not rest long before he 
concluded to lay the forest under contribution 
for deer meat. Accordingly, he sallied forth 
one day, on his shoulder the ducking gun with 
which he had often perambulated the shores of 
Massachusetts Bay, and, favored by fortune, 
soon laid prostrate an enormous buck, so large 
that one half of the animal was all that he 
could possibly bear home ata time. He niade 
a second trip to bring in the rest, which he 
found, but in doing this, was unfortunate enough 
to lose himself. Night coming en, he chose for 
a resting-place a spot in the centre of an old 
piece of dry cane, where he kindled a fire, and 
carefully disposed of his deer meat. Under 
these circumstances, Jonathan sat crouching 
before the flames, his gun reclining against a 
fallen cypress of large dimensions close by, 
and his mind intent on considering as to the sp- 
plicability of the timber out of which wooden 
ware is turned, to the constraction of steam. 
boat boilers, on the supposition that it grew to 
sufficient size, and in the probable event of the 
Russian iron mines being exhausted—when he 
was disturbed by an almost simultaneous crach- 
ing of a great number of cane stalks close by. 
‘I should’nt wonder,’ said the exotic, laying off 
his large straw tolisten, ‘if that wan’t some- 
body on a rail-road survey—beech boilers would 
do pre-eminent for locomotives; no heft at all 
to carry, and not subject in the slightest to rust. 
Hallow, stranger, you would’nt like to trade ?” 
A sudden intrusion of a ferocious-looking beast 
cut short the Yankec, who tried the hollow of 
the beforc-mentioned cypress log; and on quit. 
ting his asylum for some time, found no vestige 
of his deer, and his straw hat in ribbons. ‘Well, 
I do declare ! nineteen feet between the extrem- 
ities, and a fraction over! [I rather think, as 
there’s no deer meat, that it might be as well for 
me to take asapling.” Which he accordingly 
did, and at the last accounts was on his way 
back to New-England. 

The last occurrence was on the plantation of 
Mr. Carr, who was sitting in the house one eve- 
ning, when an unusual noise was heard in the 
direction of his hog-sty. Divining the cause, 
he caught up his gun, and went out fo recon. 
noitre. On the way to the enclosure, he dis. 
covered that the gun was unloaded. Neverthe. 
less he went, and falling in with a large pan- 
ther, struck it over the nose with so much force 
that the stock of his gun separated from the 
barrel, and the beast ran off in the woods. Re- 
turning to his house, and loading his gun, 
(which was not materially damaged,) hé again 














, 





of his excursion. The first panther attacked 
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| 
Hy 
| 
We 
re 
f 
: 
} 




















ic NO At SIO 


eee 


—_ - 






hawk, and a young woman with an axc 
panther had made his retreat behind a bunch of 
palmetto, which it was necessary to cut down 
before he could get an opportunity to shoot the 
animal. This he did, and was in the act of re. 
suming his gun, when the beast sprang on him, 
overthrew him, and bit him severely in the 
head. The panther letting go elsewhere, sud. 
denly made an attempt to fix his teeth in Mr. 
Carr’s throat, which he only frustrated by 
grasping the animal’s lower-jaw with his hand, 
which was bitten through immediately. Atthis 
crisis, the panther was attacked by two new 
foes, Mrs. Carr with her tomahawk, and a small 
dog which had followed them from the house, 
whereupon he made a sccond retreat into the 
bushes, carrying the dog with him. Mr. Carr, 
having been very dangerously wounded, return- 
ed home, and sent for a neighbor named Mr. 
Ives, whose prowess in such encounters was 
noted, and who, dressing himself in very strong 
clothing as some protection, heavily armed and 
accompanied by a very sayage dog, rcpaired to 
the panther, which was easily discovercd from 
the cries of the first dog, which was with him 
still. Whilst in the act of searching for the 
panther, he again surprised this new combat. 
tant, and without giving him time to fire, sprang 
on and overthrew him simultancously, and had 
fastened his teeth in the back of Capt. Ives’ 
neck, when the dog attacked him, divertcd his 
attention until Capt. Ives drew his bowie knife, 
and plunging it into the heart of the panther, 
put an end to his exploits. 
Our informant says he saw the hide of this 
savage. beast, which measured near nine feet 


from the nose to the end of the tail. 
[Attakapas Advocate. 
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THE YOUNG HUSBAND. 

‘The first end to marriage is to complete the 

education of the parties,’ says Dr. Alcott in his 
‘Young Husband,’ one of the very best of that 
admirable series of works which have so rapidly 
proceejed from his pen, under the titles of ‘The 
Young Wife,’ ‘Young Mother,’ ‘House I Live 
In? ‘Young Man’s Guide, &c. ‘The Young 
Husband’ is an extremely handsome stereotyped 
volume, published by George W. Light, Cornhill. 
It is adorned with a well executed engraving of 
matrimonial comfort and domestic enjoyment. 

Dr. Alcott is a true reformer, Not Miss Har- 
riet Martineau could speak more indignantly of 
the social condition of Woman than he. For 
instance ; 

‘There are those among us who hold, or pre- 
tend to hold, that this world is a state of retri- 
bution rather than of trial; that the spirits 
which inhabit these bodies have been through 
a state of trial elsewhere, and are condemned 
to this world as a banishment. Now, I have 
sometimes asked myself, for the moment, whe- 
ther such might not be the fact in relation to 
woman. How clse can it happen, I have said, 


that, from the carliest period of human history, 
her lot should have been slavery and degrada- 
tion; and that.even now, at the end of nearly 
six thousand years from the creation, she is still 
a willing slave—somctimes to intelligent and 
wtherwise good men?) Femalc abjection is re- 
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‘ter-day glory of the world? And is not human 


intellect is uncultured, and the imagination cold, 


POUGHKEEPSIE CASKET. 





‘The woman who = a fait of her tite in 
cheerful out of door amusements, such as tend 
to invigorate her body,‘and as she approaches 
maturity, exercises herself in the field or gar- 
den, enough at least to promote full, flowing, im- 
proving health, is seldom—perhaps never—re- 
garded as the loveliest of hersex. By no means. 
She may romp and play while a mere child; 
but she is no sooner within the precincts of wo- 
manhood, than she must be shut out of heaven's 
light and sunshine, and immured in parlors and 
other close rooms; or, if she ventures out at all, 
it must be in a covered carriage, or at least with 
a measured and stinted step. She must not 
dress with fredom, lest she should be ill-shaped ; 
nor must she read anything solid or instructive, 
or converse on anything of importance, lest she 
should be a blue-stocking. 

‘In short, she is often regarded as most lovely 
by her own sex and by ours, whose education 
has best fitted her to be a slave, to some weak, 
but wealthy or fashionable being, who has been 
educated jn like manner to regard her as a kind 
of necessary cvil in society, or at most as a 
convenience ; and who, though he may talk of 
woman as a help-mcet, never seriously thought 
of her as such, and never seriously inquired 
_within himself, for a single half hour of his 
life, how she could be made to act as such in the 
most efficient manner. 
‘If these things are so—and that they arc so, 
I presume no truly reasonable and considerate 
person will doubt—need we wonder that here 
and there, like the comets of our solar system, 
a Wolstoncraft and a Wright breaks forth, and 
makes her erratic attempts at female emanci- 
pation? Rather, is it not surprising that for 
one such individual in sé¢iety we d6 not have 
twenty? How canan intelligent female behold 
the degradation of her own sex, and not feel her 
whole soul burn within her, to break the chains 
which bind her to the dust. 
‘But is not man as deeply concerned in this 
matter as woman? Is not his happiness gradu- 
ated by hers? Can woman be degraded, or in 
any way injured, and man not suffer? Is not 
the health, the intelligence, the moral excel- 
lence of our whole race, for the future, bound 
up in hers? Does not every successful effort 
at female improvement, and every addition to 
female excellencc, hasten, by so much, the lat- 





happiness retarded by every step which is taken 
to keep the female sex in bondage, and promoted 
by everything which is done for their redemp- 


tion and improvement? 
[ Boston Evening Gazette, 
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BEAUTY, 
We know full well the satisfaction that sleeps 
beneath the snow-white lids of a beautiful eye ; 
in the haughty curl of the exquisite lip; in the 
blush of a rose that leaps into the budding 
cheek; in the fine turn of aswan-like neck, the 
gentle motions of a symmetrical form, or in the 
shadowy redundance of dark and beautiful 
flowing tresses. The hearts of the young and 
passionate leap gladly, and are filled with wild 
impulses, whilst gazing upon these things—but 
when the soul is scrutinized and found unblessed 
by elevated thoughts and imaginings, when the 









the drone vof bounty; and the flame of 
be quenched in apathy and disgust. 
With men of genius, strong feelings and poy 
erful passions are ever associated, and if beauty 
is unmingled with the qualities of mild thouzhe 
and affection, if delicacy and virtue umeantt we 
mirably blended with mental attraction, thelligts 
of love will soon be extinguished, and the 
ous impulse of the bosom chilled by apathy ang 
conteinpt. Many men of intelleet may admire 
and may yield a momentary homage toa begg, 
tiful woman, dispossessed of other fascinations; 
even a village urchin will chase the gilded 
of a butterfly, but in both cases the external 
splendor palls upon the senses, and 
of an innate character is sought for, to’ sustai, 
the regard whicly beauty excited. © Not 
so flattering to the feclings of man ag the ¢. 
haustless and quenchless regard of a sensibly 
woman, and no incense so rich can be offered 
upon the shrine of a woman's ambition, as thy 
avowed, enthusiastic affection of a man of geniye, 
Beauty, thou art a poor and unmeaning toy, 
when contrasted with depth of feeling and poy. 
er of mind; and she who would aggrandize (> 
herself consequence, from the little ambition of 
personal beauty, is too imbecile in her aspira- 
tions to merit the attention of an elevated gn- 
derstanding. 








WOMAN'S LOVE. 
If there be anything on earth that is truly holy 
and sublime, it is the deep, enduring, unchang. 
ing watchfulness of woman’s love ; that in hous 
of health and happiness seems to smile witha 
light as placid, as gentle, and almost as distant 
as that of the evening star; but when the hour 
of trial comes, grows brighter and warmer, and 
nearcr, till like the magic fire round the sword 
of Ifodeirah, it has encircled its object with its 
protecting flame, gathered it within its pure and 
gentle influence,and unwavering and undimmed, 
burns round it brightly and steadily to the last. 
It is not so with man. He will! bear much, 
but not long. With him the fierce assaults will 
be fiercely, it may be, nobly met. But the strug. 
gic must be brief. He must take off his armor 
andrest. But tobear on unceasing, unshrink. 
ing, through the long day and sivepless night; 
unchangeable to endure all change, to speak 
hope amid hopelessness, to wear a smiling brow 
over an aching heart—this is woman’s task, 
this is woman’s love. And even when that 
task is fruitless, when that love has proved as 
vain as it was tender, who has not at some time 
been called to see some loved one beneath that 
blessed influence, soothed gently to his last 
sleep, even as the flower lulled by the hum of 
the bee, bends down its little head at night-fal] 


to its dreamless and fragrant repose. Nay, ¢- 


ven amid the ordinary adversities of life, which 


often scathe the pride of manhoad as withs 
thunderbolt, who has not seen. that love atill 
twining green and fresh around the ruin. 
when the storms of life have swept by—when 
the sturdy oak has bcen prostrated, and the pride 
of the forest laid low—there it is, the osier over 
the grave, that still rears its unbroken head,and 
liftg up its green and blessed arms over the sa- 
cred spot, and, triumphant amid the tenipest 
that hasrent the strong and bowed the mighty, 
still sheds there its refreshing dews, and weeps 


And 














cogniged ip the very constitution of society, 


the slumber of forgetfulness will soon fall upon 


on with fond fidelity over the ashes it protects. 





: sme arran 


of the next 
or discontt: 
will please 
hed « 
This will « 
size of out 
we can aff 
pame In a 
to a respe 


‘THINS 
diving thi 
tora to 
Muictial v 
death for 
young Q 
cer who | 
nothing | 
‘Nothi 
ficer. 
'Thinl 
the galla 
his frien 
said, He 
body sp 
good me 
‘Oh, 
ed the 
letters « 
with a 








ro" SP BRFRZES SS 


— 
— 






THE CASKET. 


 ———— 


EDITED BY EE. 8B. KILLEY AND B, J, LOSSING, 

















EE 
UGHKEEPSIE, SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 23, 1839. 


25 ee Ot ESE Ot 
EMBELLISHMENTS.—The difficulty of transmitting 
eats during the close of navigation, must be our excuse 
fe omitting the publication of engravings in two or 
yee numbers of the Casket; but we hope, after the 
‘jeer opens, to make up for the omission, As we re- 
garked ini our first number, we will not promise much, 
jutthe subscribers to the next volume may rest assured 
iat our pictorial department will con‘ain a greater 
r and more interesting subjects, than we have 
ven in this volume. Just in proportion to patronage 
(or rather customers, for we detest the word p .tronage) 
we receive, Shall we improve our little sheet, for mo- 
yy-making is not our sole object in the publication cf 
the work, Had it been, a different shee’, if unc at all, 
yould have appeared, In order that we moy make 
me arrangements preparatory to the commoncement 
of the next volume, subscribers who intend to continue 
discontinue, or persons who purpose to subscribe, 
will please send in their names according to the terms 
ished on our last page, as early as the first of April, 
This will enable us to make some calculation about the } 
size of our edition, and the number of embellishments |} 
we can afford to give. Lveteuch subscriber obtuin one 
name in addition to his own, and it will swell our list 
toa respectable number. 














‘Tank aGarn.’~A late London paper relates that 
dwing the first days after the accession of Q.ieun V .c- 
torts to the English throne, some sentences of Court 
Mutial were presented for her signature, One was 
death for desertion ; a soldier was to be shot. ‘The 
young Queen read it—paused—looked up to the offi- 
cer Who had laid it before her, and said, ‘Have you 
nothing to say in behalf of this man ?” 

‘Nothing—he has deserted three times,’ said the of- 
ficer. 

'Think again, my lord, was her reply, ‘And,’ said 
the gallant veteran, as he related the circumstance to 
his frends, ‘I seeing her Majesty so earnest about it, 
said, He is certainly a bad soldier ; but there was some- 
body spoke as to his good character, and he may be a 
good man, for ought I know to the contrary.’ 

‘Oh, thank you for that a thousand times !’ exclaim- 
ed the Queen, and hastily writing ‘Pardoned’ in large 
letters on the fatal page, she sent it across the table 
witha hand trembling with eagerness and beautiful 
emotion, 

Now, what a world of instruction, goodness, true 
philosophy, is contained in those two words, think 
again. Could we adopt their spirit as the rule of our 
lives, one and all, what a happy change would come 
over society. In all our business concerne, in our so 
cial and moral relations, our political and religious due 
lies, what impo: tant results might fol'ow if, on many, 
very many occasions, we would think again ere we de- 
cided upon actions, In the anecdote above related, 
we see the life of a fellow man depending upon the 
second thought of the messenger who bore the futal 
death-warrant, and to the kimd and generous feelings 
natural in woman, that thought owed its birth, 

When the young man sects out upon the important 


i that when the eye of old age shall take a retrospect 





journey of life, and takes the responsibilities of his con- 
duct into his owa hands, how vitally important may it | 
often be for him to think again, cre he decides upona | 
course of action, Is he to enter into business engage- 
ments,on which his temporal prosperity mainly de- | 
pend, let him think again ere he signs a contract, or 
pledges his honor ; for a second thought may save him | 
fromruin, Is he about to choose a companion for life, | 
even though pure and reciprocal affection may exist, | 
well may it be for him, in many instances, if he should 
think again—weigh matters wel!, and balance a! prob- 
abilities, ere the gordian knot is tied, Is he solici ed 
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pleasure, letthem appear never so innocent, let him 
think again ere he takes what may prove a fatal step. 
Had yonder inubriate, tottering beneath the load of 
misery which intemperance has laid upon him, been 
induced to think again ere he placed the poison goblet 
to his lips, the tears of a broken-hearted wife, the suf- 
ferings and debasement of starving children, and the 
chains of a horrid slavery, would not have embittered 
his existence, 


the world, forgotten by society, abhorred by friends, 
and execrated by an outraged comm nity, been led to 
think again ere he stepped upon the threshold of the 
temple of crime, he might have been a bright and shi- 
ning light—a paragon of excellence among his fellow 
men. 

And so with men in all their high and solemn obliga- 
tions to their Maker. Would they oftener consult the 
little moniter within, and when thoughtlessly b: eaking 
a command, or neglecting a known dity, just think 
again, and improve the secon! thought, how much less 
of impiety and irreligion should we sec, and how much 
more correct in his deportment would mun be to his 
fellow man, Inall matters, from the least to the great- 
est importance, it is dangerous to act from sudden im- 
pulsc—first thovghts, As drops compose the ocean, 
so do small causes make in the agg: egate an important 
effect; .and hence, it is wisdom in everything to think 
again. Let the young especially adopt it as a rule, to 
think again, ere they act, and they may rest assured 






Had he whotoils in the prison cloisters, buried to 





of the past, fewer tears of regret for past misdeeds 


will flow, 








Sivx Cuttrurns.—This important bronch of manu- 
facturing industry, which received so much attention 
in various purts of our country previous to the com- 
mercial revolution of 1837, is again claiming that re- 
gard which its importance demands, ‘That it may be 
made a very productive means of national as well as 


ined the subject certainly can fail to believe. Our cli- 
mate, in most latitudes of our Republic, is well adapted 
to the culture of the Mulberry, and, with proper care, 
millions upon millions of worms, those beautiful speci+ 
mens of nature, may be multiplied. 

At the National Sik Convention held in Baltimore 
in December last, Dr. Gibbons of Del: ware presented 
some facts in reference to the rearing und value of the 
morus multicaulis, or mulberry, which will be intcrest- 
ing to many of our readers who have not seen the 
report of that convention, By taking known and cstab- 
lished facts, he says: 

1, That one tree of the morus multicaulis, with its 
side branches, costing sixty cents, with ollowance for 
failures, will make at least sixteen trecs, by cuttings, 

2. That one cutting, in good ground and with good 
culture, will produce, the first summer ufter planting, 
from eight to ten ounces of leaves, 

3. That 3,000 good cocoons will produce one pound 
of silk. 

4, That 12,000 cuttings will grow for one yeer on 
an acre. 

5. That three quarters of an ounce of leaves will 
feed a worm , 

With these data, he remarks, the following results 
must be maniiest : 

1, That 750 trees, including the roots, plant an acre 
of 12,000, 

2. 12,000 trees from these cuttings, yie'd 100,000 
ounces of leaves. 

3. 100,000 ounces of leaves will feed 130,000 worms. 

4. That an allowance of 10,000 in 190,000, for the 
death of worms and bad cocoons, is a sufficient allow- 
ance, and 

5. That therefore 130,000 worms will yield 120,000 
good cocoons, yielding, when reeled, forty pounds of 
raw silk; and lastly, that forty pounds of raw silk, well 
‘reeled, will bring $200. The expense may be estima- 
| ted as follows. 


Cortland county 


ringtun, Farm Ont i ok. 
“Ghahy “Atent for Datchete ‘nd range Gente oni 
Lee, ‘roy. Samuel 6. Wait, cra agent. ; 


individual wealth, in this country, few who have exam- 
Ys , William K. Stockford, Mr. Jonn yt my 
peLia Amanpa Fenn, all of Sharon. 





Raising the worms, 30 00 
Recling the silk, 20 00—390, 
Profit per acre $110 00, . 
In those States a bounty is given, it must be 
added to the above, and where the trees are left out 


through the winter, the planting, &e. of the trees, and 
cuttings, must be subtracted from the ambunt of cost. 

The sum expended for trees at sixty cents is $450; 
the nett gain therefore amounts to twenty per ceht the 
first year on the capital laid out, and leaves $30 for in- 
cidental expenses, 

For the second year, the cultivator has 192,000 trees 
and roots, the nett profit of which, planted onmsixteen 
acres, will amount to 1760 dollars; which will leave a 
handsome income, and allow him ten per cent on the 
cost of a cocoonry. The ‘profits of the third year, 
should he plant all the roots and cuttings, will pay him 
for all his improvements, and leave a large sum of mo- 
ney in his pocket. © 


Erratum,—In the article on ‘Blunders,’ in the last 
number of the Casket, for ‘Papsl Veronese,’ read 
‘Paul Veronere.’ 


iF ‘A, J. Kin. the next number, 
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Mine host of the Eagle, deceused, used to say of 
flattery, ‘Idon’t lke soft soap, it has too much lie in it.’ 
AGENTS FOR TUE CASKET. 


Nelson Haight, Newbargh—James P. Swain. Cortland, 
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MARRIED, 


On Thursday the 14th instaut, by Elder Philetus Rob- 
erts, Mr. Issac Vat, to Miss Paepe Mircuet, both 
of Union Vaie, Dutchess county. 

At Sharon, Cenn., om the Sth i Rev. 
ss Cor- 


On Tuesday the 5th instant, by the Rev. Phillip Rob- 
erts, Mr. Jasper A. Tuunston, of P t Valley, to 
Miss Mary Auten, daughter of the late John Wood, 





THE KNELL. 








DIED, 


In this village, on Sanders io inst., Mr. Ina Hann 
in the 4ist year of hisage. Mr. H. has been engaged 
in business in this village for some years, and was an 
upright and useful citizen, He died as he had lived, 
in the enjoyment of the religion of the Saviour. 

At his residence, in Harpersvilie, Broome county, on 
the 13th December last, relying on the erie & his 
Saviour, Col. Atsert Apams, turmetiy of Dutchess 
ae in —— year of nieaen * cutdown 

a disease of | art. in vigor -, He was 
i faithfal friend, duuful son, pk Ao a Eadeg 
tender father, and in him the Ghurch hag lost a con- 
sistent and firm supporter.—-|Com. 

In the yicinity of Fayettville, N. ‘ 
Baitey, a native of the State of New-York, 
ears past, a citizen of that town. 

In Perrysburgh, Ohio, on the 22d of January, Netien 
consort of Willard Earl, | 20 years, and 
youngens daughter of the lave Ezra‘l pson, formeriy 
of this Pp ace. - 

Death “ bas no respect of persons; the pre- 
sent instance he has struck a deep iataeose blow. 
Young, lovely, talented and accomplished, possessing 
all that could give interest to this world’s worthiess- 
ness,—-her husband is ¢ upon to yletd to the de- 
cree of an all-wise Providence, and a large circle of 
friends to mourn and sympathize in the loss, peg 
the deceased had beeu but a few 8 among us, s 
bad by the amenity of her disposi on, and ber many 
virtues, drawn around ler a large number of sincere 
aud devoted friends, who deeply feel the vacancy that 
is produced by ber death. But they have a consolation 
in believing what is their joss is her gain. 

(Ohio Whig. 


On the 8th inst., of an inflammation on the brain, 
Caxnouine Fevetta, daughter of ‘I'homas and Elizabeth 
Kane, in the 6th year of her age. 

“ And though she was a child so dear, 
Ah! who could ask to k her here? 
Knowing she’s gone to endless rest, 


. Anson 
for 20 








Rent, $10 00 





by companions, or induced by inclinatiens, to engage in 





Planting, &c. of trees, 30 00 


| 


‘To live with Christ amongst the blest.”"—[Com. 


At Utica, on the 7th vuit., of consumption, Jonn I 
Frear, in the 4ist year of his age, formerly of this 
place. 
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For the Poughkeepsio Casket. 
NIGHT MUSINGS. 


Beautiful! beautiful ! 
As the soft spirits of a summer dreatn, 
Glows the biue arch above us, There aro stars 
Keeping a silent watch above our heads, 
Aad ’neath a silver cloud in mi !way heaven 
Struggles the rays of moonlight, and around 
The deepened shadows of the ancient rocks 
And the long line of leafy sentinels 
That on those very sp>ts have kept thetr watch 
O’er the still earth for ages, cast around 
Resemblances that seem like spirits bent 
To aid their nightly vigils. All is still 
Save when a ripple of yon distant wave 
Be urs us a tale of watery mightiness, 
And on the dewy curtain of the clouds 
Rests the pure breath of beauty. 


We were wont 
Often to wander ‘mid the shades of nigh’, 
And bre ithe unto the spirits of th» air 
That hover o'er i's lonelinés:, a tale 
Of love and peace —and if upon our hearts 
Such feelings still mav linger, there is nonght 
In the bright smile of this o’urhunging heaven 
That may not lend them semblance, And if harps 
Attune to holy minstrelsy be hung 
Upon the tree of love which casts its shade 
O’er the green carpet of our spirit’s sod, 
Then may we hope that Beauty's voice may wake 
Responsive to their strings. 


Soul of Beauty, that doth wield 
O’er the earth eternal sway! 

Give, O give this harp the shield 
Which thou bearest in thy way ! 


‘Slumbering on the bended bow, 
Waking in the droamy night, . 

When the waves of sorrow flow 
Thou’rt as ever pure and bright, 


O’er the clouds by thunder riven 
Sak’st thou still thy rainbow wins, 
And the heart to sorrow given 
Sul unto thy shadow clings. 


Night! thy sable lids are resting 
On the pearly cheek of air, 

And thy deepened shades are cresting 
With their hues each thing that’s fair. 


Aad thy still small voice is hushing 
Every murmur of the earth, 

Save yonlonely fount that’s gushing 
To the basin of its birth. 


Silence! spirit of the deep! ¢ 
Thou hast left thy coral bed, 

And on earth and ocean sleep 
Dew-drops shaken from thy head, 


And the waking breeze is stealing, 
As "twould fainly break thy spell, 

But the mandate thou'rt revealing 
Sleeping nature knows too well. 


Rocks! upoa night’s bosom sleeping, 
Pexceful as the babe at rest! 

Trees! that lonely vigil keeping, 
Cast your shadows o'er their crest ! 


Stars! on azure beds reclining! 
Moonbeams smiling o'er the land ! 

Beauty’s wreath for you is twining, 
Beauty's heart is in your hand, 


There is music in the ocean, 
There are voices in the air, 
And those voices in their motion 


Written for the Fair in aid of the funds of the ‘Sailor’s 








Tell that Beauty lingers there. 
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And the wailing winds that linger 
Lest poor Silence’ spell they break, 
Move them not when Beauty’s finger 
Strains from her bright horp-strings wake! 


Soul of Beauty! thou art given 
To each shade of living things! 
Glowing with the hue of Heaven 
Earth her shade around thee flings. 


*Mid the clouds with silver gleaming, 
In their azure bed above, 

Where the moon's bright veil is streaming, 
Throngh the magic air of love: 


‘Mid the stars around her glowing, 
In the surge upon the sea, 

Where the fountain’s tear is flowing, 
Look we not in yain for thee! 


There are hearts with sorrow heaving, 
Sighs are sweeping many a breast, 

Griefs, that to our bosoms cleaving, 
Break the tendrils of our rest, 


Yer, when sighs and sadness hover, 
Beauty! be thy signet given, 
For thy spirit shall recover 
Traceries long lost of Heaven, 
Feb, 1839. ROSA. 





TRE CHILDREN OF THE SEA. 


Home.’ 


The ocean's child! when thunders mock 
The broad, upheaving giant sea, 

His hardy strength outlives the blast, 
Aud guides the helm right manfully ; 

His arm the tattered canvass furls, 

While o’er his head the lightning curls! 


Wave-worn and tost upon the surge, 
Fainting with toil and wan with care, 
He braves the wintry tempests strife, 
Aad makes his dwelling everywhere ; 
Nor midnight gales nor clouds restrain 
His onward course across the main! 


But who shall tell the many thonghts 

Which crowd the sailor’s anxious breast 
While swinging in his hammock .-cot, 

When weary winds have gone to rest, 
When stars gleam out, and moonbeams lave 
The <parkling foam and crested wave! 


Still glides his barque; the rippling stream 
Flows gently round the silent prow, 

And spreading sail and drooping flag 
Hang lifeless o’er the waters now ; 

The sea-bird dips her wing beneath 

The quiet ocean's glassy wreath, 


Oh! when the day rolls down the west, 
And evening’s pensive shadows come, 
The sailor leans the gunwale o'er, 
And thinks with many a sigh of home; 
While Memory lingers round the place, 
Lit up with each familiar face, 


He walks in fancy once again 
That hallowed soil, his native shore ; 
And every mile-stone tells its tale, 
And every pebble’s counted o'er ; 
He thinks of her who watched the sun 
Go down below the horizon, 


The sea is rushing by his side, 
His ear drinks in the dismal stir, 
And then he gazes on the world 
Which sweeps between his barque and her 
Who kneels to ask her Gop once more 
To guide his vessel's prow to shore, 


He’s dreaming of his youngest boy, 
Whose little hands aro raised in prayer 


To ask his Heavenly Father's care; 
And then the tears their courses seek 
In torrents down his furrowed cheek, — 


He prays himself, and all the while 


I The floods gush on without conirol, 


For love hath touched his wayward heart, 
And e’en the sailor hath a soul; 

‘Oh! what a change!’ I hear you say; 

‘Who taught the seaman’s vuice to pray?’ 


The mariner hath found a fricnd! 

With joy he wanders o’er the svas ; 
He knows that on the land his name 

Ts loved where’er the freshening breeze 
Plays round the youthful maiden’s drow ; 
No outcast, roams the sailor now, 


He feels he is not all alone, 
That eyes are watching his return, 
That friendly hands will c!asp his own, 
And love in many a bosom burn; 
When hom>ward strains the bending must, 
And sunny shores appear at last, 


Then let us cheer the sailor’s heart, 
Let’s make his burdens light to bear, 
For many woes beset his path, 
Whieh we on land can never share; 
‘ He loved the children of the sea 
Who stilled the waves of Galilee. 


3. 7. F 
Boston, December, 1838. “a 


emer 
QUEEN VICTORIA, 


A fair young face, o'er which is only cast 
The delicate hues of spring, 

Though round her is the presence of the past, 

And the stern future gathers deadly fast ; 
As yet no shadow loads their wing. 


A little while hast thou tobe a child, 
Thy lotis all too high : 

Thy face is very fair, thine eyes aro mild, 

But duties on thine arduous path are pil’d— 
Anation’s hopes and fears blend with thy destiny, 


Change is upon the world, it may be thine 
To soothe its troubled way, 
Tomake thy throne a heaven anda shrine 
Whence knowledge, power, and liberty may shine 
As yet that have not shone, on mortal day, 


There is much misery on this worn earth, 
But much that may be spared ; 
Of great and generous thought there is no dearth; 
Andhighest hopes of late have had their birth, — 
Hopes for the many what the few have shared, 


The wind that bears our flag from soil to soil, ~~ 
Teaches us, as it flies ; 

It carries in its breath asummer spoil, 

And seeds spring up to stimulate m in’s toil, 
So should our mind spread round its rich supplies. 


Thou Royal child, the future is thine own, 
May it be blessed 1n thee ! 

May peace that smiles on al! be round thy throne,. 
And universal truth, whose light alone 
Gives golden records unto history, 

L. B, ke 
eT I 
TOM’s CHARITY. 


Tom’s charity—ofmost enormous size— 
Is not restrained by common | .ws of pelf; 
He loves the thing all other men despise, 
The vilest of all worthless things, himself. 
—— 
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